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niversary comes round, and this notice of the
Intermountain Gatholic is no exceplion lo the
rule,

The paper Is mpressive In every way., One
doesn’t have {o enjoy mombership in that body
Lo see the excellones of the paper, And yeb o
bigger thing than this specinl Ggsue is the In-
termoutitain Catholic of every week., s os-
pecinl mission, of course, I8 serviee o and guid-
anece of persong confessing that faith, bul there
has pever appenred in any eolumn one [ine less
than elean and wholesomae and uplifting.

One always can flog the energels inlo specisl
affort for o big newspaper number. But the
stoady, conzistent, sustained labor which pro-
duges muolter of merit every week is the rarer;
the higher quality. And that ls the Inlermount-
ain Catholic's distinetion. It makes for a better
manhood, for a loftier citizenship, for a nobler
race.

NO MORE KinGs.

By tho Dblood of Father Adam. first of men to tofl and
perish,

By the sword and senles of Juduee, where the hope of
mations clings,

BY the memiry of the Christ-man, that Gl Juunan Ssouls
st charish,

Wi haye swoarn (5, we will have 1t that there shall be
no mare Rings

m the vast und splendid duwning of Yhe world's assurpd
tomorrow,

It the people bi not sovercign, If the nations are npot
froe,

Let the sands blot our the citles as died Sodiin and
Gumoreah,

Cut the dykes and rago the sea-walla, ond o'er all let
Nood e son,

AYE, W mEan H—we, Your masters, Have you (hen so
soon Torgeiten
Haw he condor, Hevolution: spread abroad his mighty
ity *
By the drippiiiy begd of Lools, e
EFolon,
asbert ib—wha denies
more kings:

reviled, 1his poielee.

We f—thut there shall e no

Ood of Hoss and dod of helpiess, yon shall yel be Ood

of buttls,

I the Niture do we seek you, In the distages do you
cope,

Not foreyer will the poople walt the ax Uke driven
cattle;

Nob foarever will the vigage of the myetle sphing be dbenh,

No! By weeh, aoddl sword, and rapine, by sur hearth-
KEones, wives sl dsughiers,

By the whistling winds of prescience thal the gathoring
tempost brings,

We have gnawed our lest of black bread, deonk our il
of Dbitler waters,

Mear 17 Weed 0 while we sy (t—thm there angll by no
ey Minps

—Ernst MeGaffey,

THE M'KINLEY INTERVIEW.

In his rocent gpeach on Lthe proposed laridl
Inw, Bepator Butherland spoke of William
MeKinley ud the “gentlest and best bheloved of
Presidenta™; and i reminded me:

Along in January, 1807, Mr. McKinjey, pres-
ident=plect, enme (6 Chicngo on his way west,
us T'remember it and the newspapers were foy-
arishly snxious for an  intervies with hind
Jimmy Connell, Jimmy Holland, Bob Boylan, one
other man and myself were senl W Soulh Chi-
gugo lo meab Mr. MeKinley's ‘rain and gob a
talk. The echoes of Lhat exciling {898 election
had scarcely died away. We all knew the con-
ditions that had existed, and the evidences of
industrial and vommer-inl pevival alraady to be

goen. We had geen a ;.opession of ten thous-

and men mareh down Stale atreel yelling: “We
want work"

And we had seen the breadline at

H. H. Kohlsaat's bakeries night after nighi
seen tham come hungry and go away DLl un-
Ul the spoetacle T lost (he power Lo starile.
MeKinley's eloction liad been won on the plodge
that the perlod of imdustrial paralysis would
puse, aml that prosperity would come. And we
know Lhat the promise aleesdy wos being pi-
dvemed, although nnuguration wiaa still mooths
awny in the Mulure.

We boarded his train when il pulted up be-
fare the shabby little South Chieago  stalion,
and some guardian of his par oarvied in our
cards, Mr, MeKinley—funny, by the way, bul
wo siill ealled him “Major—sent word Lhat wa
wirre Lo vomio in ab onee. He wis in & sort of
combination car, with half of it devoled to the
ugunl sleeping arvangement, and Walf o buifet
or dining purposes, He was silling in one of
the sections, wilh a table before him, and o
heap of pupers so high they were dishirbed in
his rising. Some of us he rememberad, for he
was 4 geniua againsl forgetlng; and the others
he greoted with that perfect cordinlity which
bred love and faith and loyally in every ane who
clasped his hand.

We told him whal we wanlbed, began that
inevitable firing of guestions at him—bul he
slopped us,

“Boys," he said—and his voien was gentle
as his smile—"you see (he correspondence 1
mugl gel through. 1 am awflully busy, Now,
you know me, and 1 know most of you, T am
going o Lnal you., Whal 15 my presenl view
of conditions in the nation? Well" —we wers
passing the big plant of the Ilinois Steel works,
its tall stacks emitling smioke for the first time
in more than three years, “Well, thal 8 my
view. The Ilnst time T pussed here that pland
wagidle. The place s hummine with wall paid
industry today. Boys"—and bha loated forwand
with & mosdl winning smile—"go on and make
your interview, 1 am botl afradd you will mis-
quote me.  And exeuse me, Will you?”

Why, if he had asked us o uncouple his ear
and haul it up Lo the lake front, we would have
done it. Wa shopk bhands with him asgein,
laughed with him st the humor of the sibaabion,
wighed him good luck from the bollom our
hearts, and batted inlo the next ear. A glanee
back us we passed the door saw the Major el-
bow doeep in his letlers, saw him dictating, &i-
recting, lislening—Keeping forward the march of
that prospevity his eloction hnd ushered in,

We (alked B over. The allernoon papers
might have ¢arvied one story, and the morning
papers another. foith to the mon who
had trusted us deinandoed thal, so far a4 thal
interview on tha tenin was concerngd, our sbor-
jos must in Lhe main be nlike, Newspaper iy
alry wag Jost in Joyally 10 the work-hurdoned
man who had pul us upon cur honor.

80, when the train balted al ‘Twelfth streel
slill debating s to the things we
shonld say. L think it wag Holland who solved
the problem. He jed us to e Anditoridm An-
nex, & Mitle way down Michigan soulevard, nnidl
there in the buffet he stood us up in o ling and
counted Irizh wibberish mueh
like Lhe Mecny, Miny,
games, and declpred T was "L
while they took o drink of Amog' serving, snd
then T Yad 1o el them what Major MeKinloy

Giongd

Wi were

over s,
Mo of childish
I had o wuleh

SO
“Kany,

would have awid,

Lookine baek from this day, theéte is some-
thing of sacrilege in it. Bul wilh the man living
lately with us, wilh the igsues of the campalgn

GOODWIN'S WEEKLY

fresh in onr minds, with the friumph of lils
cause already abundantly assured, and with the
fervent hope to utler santimonts thal would nol
diseredit him—1 essayed the (ask,

Thore were Republican and Democratio and
Indepondent papers ropresented in that room,
and eacli took what he wanted, and omitted
swhid hie knew would nol gol past his city editor,
But the essentials wore presetved by all, and
that appeal from Philip deunk (o Philip aobhor—
from indusirial paralysis o industeinl pros-
perity as shown in the Tillinois Steel ¢company'a
plunl, wis made the framework, the core and
convineing element in our story,

My own version, wrillen from memory afler
[ renchod the offlee, was in line with theirs,
Days afterward T met Mr, Kohlsaat, owner of
my paper, ana ho Wold me Major MeKinley had
refated o hiin the circumstances of that “in-
terview,” on the rain, and paid & swelcome
compliment Lo (he Chicago newspapermen who
hod o loyally kept faith with him,

I have lost track of all of them—the boys
who were present ab (hat time, but wherever
Lthey are | know they eherish with plensure Lhe
memory of a day when they did a service o ong
afl Nature's Noblemon-—“the gentlest and best
beloved of Presidents.”

THE ROSE-BUBH IN AUTUMN,

I Kmow, amdd e sunsel-aikel knbws,

Fatnter nor palette oolld paint the rose,

The bunbh that tall by e border krows
Anlr waves in the wina todayi—

by and brown where the green hins M,

Brooged, and broghtenod with pald  ana

red,

Purple and amber, 80 It knd wed

Iy e sun in this soft Bloe overhepd
ARt ighs wind's cardloss sway,

Iint ey perfect Blodea of Iy summer
Nowol's
I+ puor 0 the weslth of Abete  auliun

notrs,

And the plelwst Jewnls of Asla's mines
At pale to t s o it pendatit vines
And' the tints of 118 Topmoast spray !

—Kina Dean Vrootor. in
Amprican Magazine

YAND HE FOUND A CROOKED SIXPENCE.”

By Winllred Black in Chicoge Exsminer.

s all there—aovery bit of it—in the Mother
Goose book. The little boy showed me the pict-
ures this yery morning,

"There was o orooked man and he went a
erooked mile.  OF conrse he did, poor man: he
never could walk n strmght one to save his life:
“Aund he found a erboked sixponce”-——orooked (o
be sure it was, I il had been stratght it would
have been o o good, sansible, steaighl purse
somowhere or tnoa Hll or anywhere olse where
the sirpight money goes, And (L lay Yagainst o
vrooked shile”

“He bought o crapkiad eat whioh caught a
cropked mouss”—hals the only Kind the poor,
eronked eal ever does Lhink ol ealghing, “And
ey all lived Logether oo Hdle erookod hiouse”

poor, crooked things, poor warped, bwisled-
att-af-honesl-proportion (reatures! 1 wondet
if they thought they wore happy, Uving in their
wiy i the Htlle erooked houge?

I suppose so. | know & erooked man who's
o proad of being crooked thal he pever lels
vou forgel il for one minute, o s nlways talk-
and “ensy marks" and some-
By these names he
and

ing about “fools"

thing ho calls “come

means, 1 have disc  sred, honesgt men




